I am banished beyond time,
To my faith an infidel,
Ruling in another clime
Devotees who serve me well,
Moving as they seek my love
Hips that like twin melons move.

With my boat's three-cornered sail
Shaped as is a rose's thorn.
While the morning yet is pale,
Gently filling, I am borne,
Where   ...   it is not every man's
Luck to meet Corinthians.

Aphrodite's house is there;

She knows what you drove me to.

The most pleasant form of prayer

That a worshipper can do

Was enjoined. But nothing cures

Love the loved one still abjures.
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